jmash your face in," said Ambrosias, still quietly. He
raised his two fists, which shook with controlled strength,
he raised them aloft and placed them quite gently on
Doctor Kolding's shoulders. He forced those shoulders
down, slowly and without any apparent effort. The veins
on his temples became more prominent, but that was all.
Silently and with distorted face, the Bank Director sank
to his knees. The wireless pkyed a one-step as an accom-
paniment to this scene. Mr. Samson seemed to be en-
chanted. " Good. Very good, this," he commented
gutturally.
Ambrosius turned to him and said, " I would like to
buy that picture : it is excellent. Very—enlightening.
I would like to keep it as a memento. May I know the
price?"
" Coward I You are a coward I " screamed Dr. Kold-
ing suddenly. He was standing, ghastly pale in the back-
ground, dusting his knees. All his pent-up, childish,
querulous anger escaped in that one word. Ambrosius,
his hand in his side pocket, crossed the length of the
room up to the wall on which the palms and dream-like
coasts were painted. The little monkey chattered with
fright: it was the first to see that the man was raising
a revolver. The parrot fluttered, the Pastouri uttered a
short, shrill scream. The wireless was now playing a
shimmy. Ambrosius fired five shots in rapid succession,
He shot five holes in the picture. Then his hand fell to
his side,
" Excellent," said the nigger. " Good shoots. But
picture unfortunately smashed/*
" The price will be sent you,** said Ambrosius and
took his leave. He was very tired now. A great un-
nerving weakness came over him. He reached the folding
doors like a drunken man trying to conceal his dnmke0-
aess. But outside, in the ante-room, the mild manservant
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